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The Infinitely Precious Price of Redemption. 


THE INFINITE LOVE of Jesus has given us a Sacrifice, 
the Sacrifice of the Altar, which is truly worthy of the Infinite 
Majesty. With this Sacrifice He has opened to us a treasury, 
which pours itself out in overflowing abundance and inex- 
haustible measure upon all the faithful who assist at the holy 
Sacrifice of the Mass with the right disposition. If the faithful 
would understand the dignity of this Sacrifice, and would 
know how to value the infinitely precious price of Redemption, 
then they would have found the surest means to please the 
Heavenly Father. 

Imagine you had been present at the bloody Sacrifice of 
the Cross; had caught up the Precious Blood of the Savior 
and raised it up towards heaven saying: “Eternal Father, be- 
hold here the sacred Blood of Thy well-beloved Son! For Its 
sake look favorably upon me and grant my petition.”— Do 
you think the merciful Father could have refused?—Even 
though you had deserved nothing but punishment, He would 
have granted you all that you asked, for the sake of the pre- 
cious Price which you offered to Him. 

When, however, at Holy Mass not you, nor a poor man, 
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the priest, but the Son of God Himself as invisible priest, offers 
Himself, His Wounds, His Blood, His Heart for you, will not the 
Heavenly Father'hear you? Even if He would not listen to your 
petitions, still on account of the impetuosityv, the sweet violence 
of His beloved Son toward His paternal Heart He will give 
you what you ask. Nay, He will give you not only what you 
ask, but He will let flow upon you a stream of graces, if you 
yourself do not build up a repelling dam. 

Holy Mass is in truth an exuberant treasury of heavenly 
graces. St. Francis de Sales calls it “the flame of Divine Love, 
the abyss of God’s goodness, the precious means through which 
God’s grace is applied to us.” 

The saintly Father Sanchez says: “In Holy Mass we receive 
such wonderful and real treasures, such precious heavenly gifts, 
so many benefits for the present, and such great hopes for 
the future life, that it requires the grace of a supernatural 
faith to believe it.” 


Effects and Fruits of Holy Mass. 


If we assist at Holy Mass with the proper disposition of heart 
and true devotion, we may, in all confidence, be assured that 
we do not depart without having received great gifts and 
graces. The dignity of the Sacrifice is infinite; the Gift 
offered is infinite; the value and efficacy thereof are infinite. 
Jesus, in His generous love, imparts to us in Holy Mass the 
efficacy, the fruits of His bitter Passion and bloody death upon 
the Tree of the Cross. However, the measure we receive 
depends more or less, on our preparation, our devotion, our 
interior disposition. If we wish our Divine Savior upon the 
altar to give us His treasures of grace, then we must, above 
all, with holy fervor and ardent desire reach out our hands 
for them. If we are thus prepared, then a wonderful power 
streams down from the altar upon us. 


Its Effect on Souls in Mortal Sin. 

The Council of Trent declares: “This. Sacrifice is truly 
propitiatory, and if one draw nigh unto God, contrite and 
penitent, He will be appeased by the offering thereof, and, 
granting the grace and gift of penitence, forgive even heinous 
crimes and sins” (Sess. xxii. ch. 2). : 

Does the burden of your sins weigh you down? Do they 
hold you fast entwined in their hellish net? Do they refuse 
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to loosen their grasp? Come to Holy Mass. Come with a 
good will and holy devotion to the fountain of mercy. Our 
Divine Savior will look down from the altar upon you as He 
looked upon the Apostle Peter after his denial — reproachfully, 
yet mildly. Suddenly your conscience will be touched, your 
heart softened. Like St. Peter, you, too, will go out contrite 
and repentant, weeping bitter tears. Yes, you will go out 
from your former life of sin, firmly resolved to begin a better 
life. Realizing, however, that contrition and a good resolution 
alone do not suffice, you will not wait long to humbly manifest 
the wounds and ulcers of your soul in the tribunal of penance, 
and depart healed. With a grateful heart you will look back 
upon the Holy Sacrifice, for there is the fountain of your renewed 
peace and happiness. 

Now you will also understand the words of St. Thomas: 
“Holy Mass effaces sin, for in Holy Mass we obtain the grace 
of contrition.” 


Effect of Holy Mass on Souls Inclined to Venial Sins. 


Do you wish in a short time to destroy venial sins with 
their very roots? Again you have a wholesome and powerful 
remedy in Holy Mass. When our Divine Savior offers Him- 
self on the altar, He obtains for devout hearts the grace also 
to detest their venial sins and smaller faults, and this sincere 
contrition itself effaces them. He likewise inspires the soul 
to use more frequently other remedies to overcome venial 
faults, such as prayer, Holy Communion, works of mercy, 
penance and mortification. “And all the multitude of them 
that were come together to that sight, and saw the things 
that were done, returned striking their breasts” (Luke xxiii. 
48). In like manner there arises in the soul of everyone who 
assists devoutly at the Adorable Sacrifice of the Mass, a holy fear, 
a bitter contrition and a sincere resolution to do better. From 
the Cross the dying Savior called out: “Father, forgive them” 
(Luke xxiii. 34). From the altar, the same words of love pen- 
etrate the heavens. O Christian soul, do not fail to draw from 
the holy Sacrifice of the Mass those precious means of salvation 
which Jesus in His love prepares for you! To be continued. 





REMARK. — Here we wish to remark, that private revelations, according to the 
decrees of Pope Urban VIII. in the year 1634 and 1641, in so far as the Church 
has not decided upon them, claim only human credence. 
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Jesus is Mine. 


IF I CONSIDER the earth, I find upon its whole surface 
nothing that I may truly call my own, even though I were 
as rich and powerful as Solomon. The goods of earth I can 
possess but a short time, then I must leave them; though I 
had gold in abundance, my heart could not become one with 
this yellow metal. The heart cannot find peace and content- 
ment in such perishable things. But if I raise my eyes 
heavenward, then, O wonder! I see how all is mine, because 
Jesus is Lord of heaven and earth, and this Jesus is mine, 
all mine! 

Has poverty, perhaps, been God’s gift to me from my 
very cradle? or have I voluntarily chosen it by the religious 
vows? I need but hasten to the tabernacle to fill my hands 
with the most precious treasures: Jesus is there all mine. 

Jesus is mine, therefore I can dispose of Him at will. I 
can approach the Heavenly Father and cancel all my indebted- 
ness. O Jesus, I avail myself of Thee to render due honor 
to the Eternal Father; to make full satisfaction for my sins; 
to offer worthy thanks for the countless benefits which, to 
this hour; He has showered upon me, and will in future 
bestow. Jesus is mine, therefore I may importune Him with 
petitions to grant me all graces for my sanctification, and for 
obtaining eternal salvation. Is there anyone in heaven or on 
earth richer than I? 

Jesus is mine. He is my property. Before my mind pass 
the mighty of the earth in their pomp...the learned with 
their knowledge. ..the rich with their wealth and abundance... 
the proud and haughty with their honors... the sensual with 
their pleasures ...I see the flowers in their beauty, the stars 
in their splendor. I see the whole universe in its wondrous 
magnificence. But, pass on, pass on...ye transitory joys—I 
envy you not. The Sacred Host is infinitely more valuable 
than all you together; and this Sacred Host is mine, all mine! 

Jesus is mine. I esteem Him more than my own self. I 
give Him the best place in my heart, in my soul. I offer 
Him my tenderest love, sigh toward Him with my fondest 
affections, and strive to honor Him with the most beautiful 
virtues. Have I a glance of love and benevolence, it shall 
fall on Him. Have I a gentle, loving word, it shall be directed 
to Him. Have I a friendly smile, it shall be for Him. He 
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shall be near me at my work; at recreation He shall rest 
upon my bosom; in joy and in sorrow, in life and in death I 
will press Him to my heart. 
Jesus is mine. Woe to him who would rob me of my 
—, Jesus! ‘He 
whoattempts 
this is my bit- 
terestenemy. 
I will defend 
my Jesus 
against the 
sinful pleas- 
ures of the 
worldandthe 
pleasures of 
the senses, 
for He is the 
sweet delight 
of my heart. 
I will defend 
Him against 
the assaults 
of hell, for He 
is the God of 
my love; He 
is my attrac- 
tion, my only 
joy. I will 
defend Him 
against the 
malignant fe- 
ver of luke- 





| warmness, 
against the 
hideousness} 
of venial sin, 
for He is my jealous Lover, my Beauty, my All. Jesus is mine; 
I experience no fear, no melancholy, no diffidence, for He is 
my hope, my joy, my trust. 
Jesus is mine; and that He may ever remain mine I am 
ready for any sacrifice. I will always live near Him and 
never forsake Him. I will remain with Thee, my Jesus, in the 
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stable of Bethlehem and there endure cold and discomfort 
with Thee. I will follow Thee during the seven years’ ban- 
ishment in Egypt, only let me be always near Thee. As 
Thou didst fatigue Thyself laboring in the workshop at 
NaZareth, thus will I also earn my bread in the sweat of my 
brow, only be Thou always near me. 

Thy fasts, Thy prayers, Thy missionary labors, Thy hu- 
miliations, I will love. I will bear as Thou didst bear the 
hypocrisy of the Pharisees, the deceit of the Sadducees, the 
persecution of Thy enemies; but Thou, good Jesus, must be 
with me always. Jesus shall always be mine; mine in His 
agony on Mt. Olivet, mine during the terrible scourging, mine 
on the Cross on Golgotha. 

Jesus is mine; mine in the Sacred Host, upon the altar, in 
the tabernacle. O how I will love to dwell near Him, to visit 
Him often, to spend many hours with Him! Daily, if ever 
possible, I will hasten to Holy Mass, to offer to the Heavenly 
Father the most precious Sacrifice, the most fervent prayers, 
and to be washed from my sins in the Blood of the Lamb. 

Jesus is mine; therefore I approach the altar full of cour- 
age and confidence to become, in Holy Communion, one with 
the Object of my inmost love. Jesus, mine! thus I cry out 
after Holy Communion with a voice that re-echoes through the 
heavens. Jesus, mine, Jesus, eternally mine; I feel the fire of 
Divine love in my members! Jesus, mine, the Divine re 
penetrates all the faculties of my soul. 

Jesus all mine. O what bliss! but also what pain if I 
should lose Thee. The mere thought that one day I should 
have to live without Thee, terrifies me. O dearest Jesus, 
gladly will I relinquish everything, but never, never, Thee. 
Lord do with’me what Thou wilt; only despise not the 
fervent pleadings of my love: Be always mine, my good Jesus! 
May the last words in my dying hour be a whisper for Thee, my 
Jesus; my last look rest upon my Jesus; the last pulsation of 
my heart belong to my Jesus; may I breathe forth my last 
sigh in the Heart of my Jesus. 


DID YOU EVER read “More Precious than Diamonds”? It treats of the 
human heart, the love of God, the value of sanctifying grace. Within its pages 
you will find the most beautiful ‘and edifying that can be said on subjects so sublime. 
Every heart craves happiness: here you will learn where to seek it. A friend: 
“More Precious than Diamonds” is a source of continual spiriual help and joy to 
me. Price, 10 cents each; $8.00 per 100 
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Twenty-four Hours in the Convent of 
Perpetual Adoration. 


Continued. 





The Fourth Hour of the Divine Office. 


As we take leave of the Academy, the sound of the commu- 
nity bell ringing longer than the hourly adoration bell, bids us 
join the Sisters in a community exercise. It is half past eleven, 
the time for “None,” the.fourth hour of the Divine Office. As 
the first signal is given, all work is suspended, for in the bell, 
the obedient religious recognizes the voice of God, and she 
leaves her work, saying in her heart: “I rejoiced, O Lord, 
when it was said to me, let us go into the house of the Lord.” 

After five minutes of silent prayer, the Sisters file into 
the chapel. With her hands crossed upon her breast, beneath 
her scapular, the perpetual adorer gazes on the Sacred Host, 
exclaiming in her heart with the psalmist : “How lovely are Thy 
tabernacles, O Lord of Hosts! My soul longeth and fainteth 
for the courts of the Lord. My heart and my flesh have 
rejoiced in the living God. Blessed are they that dwell in 
Thy house, O God, they shall praise Thee forever and ever” 
(Ps. Ixxxiii. 1-5). 

What bliss! As the adorer looks at the Sacred Host, she 
can say, O Jesus, Thou art all mine! Thou art my life, my 
joy, my all! In company with the angels, she now stands 
and recites the Divine praises in the words of the psalms, 
and at each “Gloria Patri” she turns and inclines profoundly 
toward the altar as an act of homage to the Divine Master. 

After the recitation of “None,” the public novenas are 
prayed in which those share who specially recommend them- 
selves to the prayers of the Sisters of Perpetual Adoration. 
A few minutes of silent reflection follow, then the measured 
strokes of the clock announce the dinner hour, and simulta- 
neously the chimes of the midday “Angelus” are heard Some 
are not in the chapel, for at this time various household tasks 
require attention. But wherever one may be, going or standing, 
in the choir or on the stairs, at the ringing of the bell, she 
kneels to pray. The angel of the Lord hovers over the cloister, 
and the mystery of the Incarnation is commemorated, which 
with ever renewed ere is reverently adored three 
times a day. 
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On leaving the chapel, the religious repair in profound 
silence to the refectory. Each one, as she enters, inclines 
respectfully before the large Crucifix which occupies the centre 
of the wall at the upper end of the long room, then quietly 
takes her place. Grace is prayed, the religious are seated. St. 
Benedict says in his holy Rule, “Reading should not be wanting 
at the table of the brethren.” After a portion of the holy 
Gospel is read, the weekly reader continues from some edify- 
ing work, usually an interesting biography. At the end of 
the meal, all heads are bowed as she reads a paragraph from 
the holy Rule. The meals are taken with remarkable quiet- 
ness, and as we gaze down the long rows of veiled figures, 
we are unconsciously impressed by the atmosphere of holy 
gravity, and as it were, a kind of consecration about the room. 
The refectory is, in fact, regarded as another Supper Room. 
Except at the hours appointed for meals, it is seldom entered, 
and only on very rare occasions is speaking permitted. Thus, 
very different from the ways of the world, in the convent, 
even the meals become a pious exercise during which both 
soul and body receive nourishment. 


Recreation. 


In about a half hour, the household work following the 
meal is finished, then all take part in the common recreation. 
Intent and strenuous application of mind and body cannot be 
long continued without harm; timely relaxation renews the 
strength of both. A mitigation of the Benedictine Rule con- 
cerning the observance of perpetual silence has been introduced 
by the Apostolic See during the course of time, and at present, 
in most communities, a certain time is appointed for the 
recreation period. This interruption of prayer and labor is 
equally consecrated to God. As each Sister enters the recrea- 
tion room, her first words are: “Praised be Jesus Christ,” to 
which a companion responds, “forever. Amen!” 

Then the subdued, but none the less cheerful conversation 
starts. This daily gathering of the whole community fosters 
the true family spirit. Virtue, too, can then be practiced by 
each one’s rendering herself gentle, cheerful and self-forgetting. 
Every month a few of these recreation periods are spent by 
the Sisters in wrapping “Tabernacle and Purgatory,” and 
getting it ready for the mail. 

The time of recreation is put to an end by the sound of 
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the bell, and the innocent conversation is suddenly broken off, 
even in the midst of a sentence. A quarter of an hour is 
devoted to spiritual reading in common, then all resume their 
appointed occupations. Besides those keeping the official hour 
of Holy Adoration, others now and then are seen to leave 
their work and go to the choir to keep their private hour of 
adoration. Gladly they look forward to those moments they 
can spend in intimate converse with their Lord. Fully they 
realize their high dignity, knowing that never is man greater 
than when he kneels in adoration before his God veiled in 
the Blessed Sacrament. Oh, how sublime, how grace-abounding 
is the vocation of a Sister of Perpetual Adoration! 


To be continued. 
Go to Holy Mass. 


Have you a trial to bear? and who has not? Go to Jesus; 
go to Holy Mass or have one offered to obtain strength to 
carry your cross. Is there a grace you desire? Go to Holy 
Mass and ask for it; or have a Holy Mass said to implore 
this favor. Is your heart oppressed by the weight of guilt 
which you desire to atone? Do you wish to obtain mercy 
for yourself or others? Go to Jesus; go to Holy Mass, or have 
one offered to obtain pardon from the merciful God. Have 
you a special veneration for the Blessed Virgin? Hear a Holy 
Mass, or have one offered to thank the Triune God for the 
privileges bestowed upon our glorious Mother. Have you re- 
ceived blessings? Do you wish to show your gratitude to God 
for His great benefits? st to Jesus; go to Holy Mass, or have 
one offered in thanksgivin 

One day St. Teresa felt ‘keenly the weight of the great 
graces she had received. In her powerlessness to thank God 
worthily, she cried out: “My God, what can I, a poor creature . 
do to thank Thy mercy and goodness in a worthy manner.?” 
Immediately she distinctly heard a voice from heaven: Assist 
at one Holy Mass! 

Only seldom will it happen that those near a church cannot 
assist daily, or at least almost daily, at Holy Mass if they really 
and earnestly wish to do so. Rise somewhat earlier; arrange 
your daily work methodically. In this way, you will, without 
causing sensation or attracting attention, gain for yourself the 
inestimable grace of frequently hearing Holy Mass. This can- 
not fail to draw down God’s blessing on your labors. - 
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Stigmata of Padre Pio. 





| é 

Quite accidentally we heard that Rev. G. Giglinger, D. D., of K...lowa, on 

a late tour in Europe, visited the stigmatic Padre Pio in Foggia, Italy. Upon 
our request to send us a few edifying particulars about the saintly Capuchin 
friar, Rev. G. Giglinger honored us with the following beautiful letter which 
we print for the edification of our readers. We thank the writer most heartily 


for this favor. 
Iowa, December 9, 1921. 
Dear Father Lukas, 
You ask me to write something about Padre 

Pio, whom I had the privilege of seeing and meeting last 
July. I had heard of him before I left this country, but I 
was like the doubting Thomas: I did not believe unless I 
should see with my own eyes. Well, I have seen with my 
own eyes and every vestige of doubt has disappeared. I was 
at dinner in a Convent of Sisters in Rome, Italy, when a very 
gentlemanly young man with an elderly lady, his mother, en- 
tered the dining-room. The young man was one of the cham- 
berlains of Pope Benedict XV. He had scarcely seated him-’ 
self when everyone looked in his direction as he said: “Every- 
thing that I have- heard and read about Padre Pio is true. 
He really has the Stigmata. My mother and I are eyewit- 
nesses. Padre Pio always ,tries to hide the wounds and 
wears mittens, but it is necessary for him to remove them 
during Holy Mass, and it is at this time that the wounds in 
his hands can be seen.” 

I then decided to take a fast train from Rome to Foggia, 
a city in Southern Italy, of about 50,000 inhabitants. Foggia 
is the railroad station nearest to where Padre Pio lives, and 
it is about forty kilometers or thirty miles distant from the 
monastery. Padre Pio always says his Mass at ten o’clock 
on week days. He hears confessions of men from eight to 
nine, and of the women from nine to ten o'clock. I was 
accompanied by Rev. H. Sendbuehler of C. C., Iowa. In 
Italy, automobiles are very scarce, and rides very expensive. 
In the whole city of Foggia there are about four or five auto- 
mobiles. We hired the best we could get, which was on the 
Ford style, and at 8:30 A. M. arrived, covered with mud, at 
San Giovanni in Rotondo where Padre Pio’s monastery is 
located. We both went to confession to him; I in Italian, 
Father Sendbuehler in Latin, and our chauffeur also took 
advantage of the opportunity of going to confession. 

I was told on good authority that Padre Pio can read 
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the conscience. On one occasion a stranger went to confession 
to him and said he had not been to confession for ten years. 
Padre Pio remarked: “Don’t you remember that you made 
your last confession twelve years ago at...” I believe he men- 
tioned Monte Cassino. Others claim that he tells them in the 
confessional, the mortal sins they have forgotten. 

Father Sendbuehler and I said our Masses at nine o’clock. 
I then asked the Superior of the monastery to allow me to 
serve Padre Pio’s Mass; the request was readily granted. 

Words fail to describe my feelings of awe and reverence, 
when at the “Dominus vobiscum,” I saw the wounds in the 
palms of his hands, covered with dry blood, and even fresh 
blood on the rim. That these wounds go right through the 
hands I noticed at the “Lavabo” when I saw a big wound on 
the back of the hand. Padre Pio’s Mass did not last longer 
than any other ordinary Mass, though at the time of the con-- 
secration he seemed to be almost in an ecstasy. After Mass 
he immediately put on the mittens and thanked me for having 
served his Mass. Later on, I had a little talk with him and 
recommended certain intentions to his prayers. 

I asked his Superior whether Padre Pio had: such wounds 
also on his feet and side, and whether they bleed only on Fri- 
days. The Superior answered that he received these wounds 
on September 20, 1918, on his hands, feet and side, and that 
they bleed not only on Fridays, but quite frequently. The 
wound on his side is said to measure about four inches in 
length. Whilst the other fathers and brothers wear sandals 
without stockings, Padre Pio wears both shoes and stockings 
to hide the wounds on his feet. Doctors have examined them 
and testify to the reality of these five wounds; they cannot 
explain the phenomenon; all they can do is give a description. 

Padre Pio is a Capuchin friar about thirty-four years 
of age, and is undoubtedly a living saint. I was told that at times 
he hears confessions even on ordinary week-days from six to 
eight hours a day. His appearance bespeaks kindness.. His 
words of comfort and counsel touch the heart. I am told on 
very reliable authority that he has effected very remarkable 
cures in cases given up by doctors. Visitors are so anxious . 
to have some remembrance of this living saint that they have 
cut his girdle in pieces and holes into his habit. 

Padre Pio is very reticent about himself. I was, however, 
fortunate enough to meet an Italian parish priest, Marchese 
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Delando Giuseppe of Pego Veiano, who had grown up with 
Padre Pio, but who had not seen him since Padre Pio 
received the Stigmata. This parish priest was at this time 
visiting his former playmate and life-long friend, and told me 
that on seeing the Stigmata he could do nothing but weep. 
Being very intimate with Padre Pio, he ventured to ask him 
how it came about that he received the Stigmata. Padre 
Pio answered: “On September 20, 1918, after Holy Mass, I 
felt myself vehemently drawn, and at the same time I felt I 
_ must be alone. Our Lord then appeared to me with the five 
Wounds, and whilst the apparition lasted, I thought that 
every bone in my body would break. When the apparition 
had vanished, I found that I also was marked with the five 
Wounds.” Upon being asked, whether these wounds cause 
him any pain, he replied, “They always burn.” 

Padre Pio is the first man to have the Stigmata since 
the time of St. Francis of Assisi. No doubt, our Lord has 
done this to strengthen our faith in this faithless age, and to 
bring people back to Him by choosing such victims of Divine 


Love as Padre Pio. 
Rev. G. Giglinger, D. D. 


_—_— 


How the Guardian Angel Keeps Watch. 








Pius IX: as a boy, served Holy Mass in the family oratory. 
One day when kneeling on the lowest altar step, a sudden fear 
overpowered him, his heart beat violently and, involuntarily, 
his eyes turned to the opposite side of the altar. There he 
seemed to see an angel who beckoned him to come. The boy, 
quite confused by the apparition, did not stir from his position, 
for he knew that, as acolyte, he must remain at his post. 
However, he grows more and more uneasy, he still sees the 
angel beckoning to him and yet the little one remains kneel- 
ing on the same spot. He is about to fall into a swoon, when 
again he beholds the angel who looks at him so sorrowfully 
that, involuntarily, the boy jumps up and hastens toward him. 
Almost at the same instant a heavy statue of metal fell 
down from the altar upon the exact spot which the boy had 
just left: a manifest proof of the protection of his holy guard- 
ian angel. Pope Pius IX., whose life was replete with mir- 
aculous interventions, often related this incident of his childhood. 
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The Church and the Image of the Holy 
Christ of Limpias. 





Investigations by the ecclesiastical authority concerning 
the marvelous manifestations of the Image of the Holy Christ 
in the parish church at Limpias, Spain, have not yet been con- 
cluded. The sentiments with which Holy Church regards these 
wonderful manifestations, may, however, be judged from the 
following privilege. The pastor of Limpias wrote to the Holy 
Father, Pope Benedict XV., and entreated him to grant a plenary 
indulgence on four days of the year to all the faithful who 
should visit the church at Limpias and the miraculous Image 
of the Crucified. The subjoined is a translation of his letter : — 
Most Holy Father! 

The pastor of the city of Limpias, in the diocese 
of Santander, prostrate at the feet of your Holiness humbly 
entreats for the grant of a plenary indulgence which may 
be gained on four days in the year of your choice, by the 


Image of the Crucified, and pray before it the prescribed 
prayers according to the-intentions of the Pope... 
D. Eduardo 


In response to this letter addressed to the Holy Father, 
the archpriest of Limpias received the following answer from 
the Apostolic Penitentiary :— 


Rome, July 19, 1921. 
The Sacred Apostolic Penitentiary, gladly comply- 
ing with your petition, has granted that privilege for 
seven years. Anything to the contrary, notwithstanding. 


B. Colombo 
Director of the Sacred Penitentiary 


The large picture of the Holy Christ of Limpias, which 
we give to anyone who secures one new subscription, is so 
beautiful and so touching, that surely every reader desires to 


have one. The picture for two new subscriptions is somewhat 
larger still. 
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Beatification of Venerable Anna 
Catherine Emmerich. 





On February 9, 1924, it will be one hundred years since 
the death of the servant of God, Anna Catherine Emmerich. 
This Augustinian nun is to be beatified on the hundredth 
anniversary of her death. 

She was born of poor parents on the 8th of September 
1774, in Flamsche near Coesfeld in Westphalia, Germany. 
Her birthplace was a wretched hut which may be seen to 
this day. Her parents were very good Christians, working as 
day laborers for other farmers. Heaven rewarded their great 
piety by giving them among their nine children, this favored 
daughter. From the beginning, Catherine was privileged with 
the gift of visions and prophecy. Her wish was to enter a 
convent, and there united to her Divine Savior, to spend a 
life of reparation for her fellow creatures and Holy Church. 
But as she was poor and had not the necessary means for 
entrance, she first sought to earn a sufficient dowry by 
the most menial labors of a servant maid. However the 
money she thus acquired by years of hard toil, she again gave 
to the poor. Nevertheless, Divine Providence had decreed 
that, even without means, but not without great difficulty, she 
should be admitted into the convent of the Augustinians at 
Agnetenberg, September 18, 1802, at the age of 28 years. 

After the suppression of the convent by the government 
in the year 1811, Catherine Emmerich continued to live in 
greatest poverty and renunciation in Duelmen, Westphalia. 
On December 29, 1812, while on her bed of sickness, she 
received on her body the impression of the five Holy Wounds. 
She was chosen to be erected like a living Crucifix on the 
street of the world, as a sign of faith in the mystery of 
our Redemption. Her sufferings were an uninterrupted mar- 
tyrdom, and ever increased until, on the 9th of February, 
1824, she breathed forth her soul into the hands of its Maker. 
How many favors have been granted since then through 
her intercession! The Augustinian convent in Duelmen, 
Westphalia, bears testimony thereto by the numberless letters 
of thanks that have been preserved and are constantly being 
received. 

As mentioned above, her beatification is to take place on 
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the hundredth anniversary of her death. But since there are 
many expenses connected with the beatification of a servant 
of God, and since the German Catholics are impoverished, the 
American Catholics are kindly asked to contribute their little mite. 
Any offering sent to us for this purpose will be gratefully 
accepted and forwarded to the proper place. 


Blessed Eyes. 





It is winter. St. Odilo, the great Abbot of Cluny visits an 
estate belonging to the monastery at Bersoney. He arrives 
half frozen, his limbs numb from the bitter cold. The good 
people lead their venerable master into a great hall where he 
can warm himself by the blazing fire. As the Saint glances 
about the room he notices a lovely little boy, who with respect- 
ful shyness stands aside. 

“Whose child is that?” inquires St. Odilo. 

“He is the son of the man in charge of your farm,” is 
the reply; “but what a pity for the dear child —he is stone 
blind!” 

So young, so beautiful and — blind! The Saint’s heart 
is deeply touched at this misfortune, for he loves children, 
oh, so much! He begins to pray. When saints are sad they 
pray. 

Suddenly he calls the little one. Gentle as a mother, he 
touches the blind eyes and, mightily filled with power, he im- 
presses the Sign of the Cross upon them. Behold, the youthful 
face lights up like the mild sun of spring, and the first astonished 
look sinks gratefully into the fatherly eyes of the venerable 
Abbot. The boy’s sight had been restored through the saving 
Sign of the Cross. 

How many people are spiritually blind, because when 
children, no one signed them with the holy Cross, no one 
directed them to the Image on the Cross! How many have 
subsequently become blind, because they have neglected to 
sign themselves with this sign of eternal truth! When the 
eye of our soul becomes darkened, when spiritual blindness 
threatens, a devout glance at the Crucifix is the best remedy 
to avert greater evils. 








The Mystery of Suffering. 





Fate or Providence. 


AT AN ART exhibition I saw two paintings of a famous master. Crowds 
eagerly came to view them through curiosity, but many people, too, observed 
them closely. Long and earnestly they mused before them, and when, finally, 
they turned to leave, they bore away in their hearts a hitherto unknown 
feeling of resignation. 

On the lower part of one canvas was depicted the countless afflictions 
to which humanity is heir. From a wildly surging sea, millions of twisted, 
distorted arms were stretched upward, seeking help and deliverance, each 
from a special torture. One only soul-piercing cry for help, one only mortal 
wound, one only plea and question demanding reply, seemed to arise from 
this sea of woe and misery to the Goddess Fate. There she sat enthroned 
upon black, threatening clouds, hovering above the disconsolate scene, — 
the cold dumb stone statue of the Goddess Fate, whose lifeless eyes stared 
pitilessly into vacancy. . 

Fate was written in cold, dead characters beneath this picture. 

The second picture likewise represented on the lower part the manifold 
distresses of the sick and sinful world. The cry for help from the poor, 
afflicted and depressed, the silent tears of persecuted innocence, the anxiety 
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and fears of the sick and weary, the complaints of thwarted 
love, the cry for vengeance of innocent blood, the plaintive call of 
earth’s weary pilgrims, — all woe and pain, which from the time 
of Adam had pressed upon the bruised shoulders of humanity, — 
all arose on high like the mighty roaring of the ocean waves, 
seeking to be calmed. Above these surging billows of pain 
and guilt, of misery and distress, our Savior hovered in the 
midst of a bright cloud as Prince of Peace. His august, 
luminous Figure was enveloped in a white robe. On the girdle, 
encircling His waist, was written in letters of gold: “I have 
compassion on the multitude.” 

The upper part of the picture showed, in the golden glow 
of sunset, the heavenly Jerusalem with waving palms and 
white silvery streams. In the centre was the eternal Father 
seated upon a starry throne, surrounded by hosts of angels 
and elect. Their eyes, full of love and compassion, were bent 
upon their combating brethren on the dark earth below. Thou- 
sands of saints raised their hands in supplication to the throne, 
and from the hand of the Father and the Heart of the Son, 
issued bright rays of light which sank like dewdrops into the 
hearts of those sorely buffeted ones of earth. And in return 
the holy fragrance of gratitude, love and resignatian floated 
upward like white clouds of incense from the comforted hearts 
of men. 

Providence was written in warm glowing letters below 
this second picture. 


Why All This Misery? 


Any comment on these two paintings would seem super- 
fluous. Yes, why all this anguish, pain and misery, the blood 
and tears which, like a crimson cord is drawn through the 
whole world and through. all time? Why must there be so 
much pain and suffering which makes God no happier, but 
which makes man so namelessly wretched? Because thus it 
has been decreed, or at least, permitted by Providence. Why 
do we ask “Why”? Never will mortal man be able to fathom 
the mystery of suffering. “Over the stars there is rest.” . 

God did not will suffering. Man himself willed it and 
caused it by the sins of his own free will. God now makes 
usé of these sufferings which are the consequence of sin, as 
means to lead estranged mankind back to Himself. Through 
crosses arid sufferings mankind will regain the lost paradise. 
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The words from our Savior’s lips assure us of this: “Ought 
not Christ to have suffered these things, and so to enter into 
His glory?” (Luke xxiv. 26.) And, “The servant is not greater 
than his Master” (John xv. 50). 

Is pain to be blamed if it makes man unhappy? Should 
not man, as lord of creation, rather subject pain to himself 
and draw sweetest joys from its hidden powers? It is no 
fancy, no exaggeration if one speaks of the joy of suffering, 
the bliss of sacrifice, the perfect peace of resignation. At all 
times, pain and sorrow have refined countless multitudes, and 
brought to light gems from the depths of the soul, which in 
the steady heat of the dross of earthly love would probably 
have remained buried. 

So long as the suffering soul considers herself the defense- 
less victim of a cold, unfeeling Fate, and closes its eyes to the 
comforting sight of the eternal world of retribution and God’s 
merciful love; so long as the sorely tried heart will not rec- 
ognize a loving Divine Providence, the cross will seem unbear- 
able and embitter the heart toward God and man. In the 
hand of a loving Divine guidance, however, the sufferer con- 
siders himself as a little tree which the gardener prunes, that 
it may bear more abundant fruit; or as a block of marble 
which the sculptor chisels that it may become a beautiful 
statue, a wonderful piece of art. 


Revealed to Little Ones. 


I once visited a young girl who, for years, had been bed- 
fast with a painful, incurable malady. She welcomed me with 
a sweet smile. Not a trace of ill-humor or impatience could 
be detected on her features. “How,” I asked the maiden, “how 
can you still be so happy amid such cheerless suffering?” 

Then she confided to me the secret of her joy: “In my 
early youth, I saw how so many girls became giddy and 
worldly and how easily virtue and innocence is lost. I saw 
how sin makes man unhappy, then I was seized with fear. 
I possessed a lively, impetuous disposition. Was not I, too, 
in great danger of losing my God and virtue by the tempta- 
tions surrounding youth? The thought that I might become 
unfaithful to my God, to whom my whole heart belongs, caused 
me indescribable grief. Then I asked Him, that if He foresaw 
such to be the case, to afflict me with a lifelong sickness. 
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Now should I not be happy and grateful, and forever praise 
the mercies of my God?” 

I was deeply touched. That most difficult of problems 
which the learned of the world with all their philosophy 
are unable to solve— the mystery of suffering — was solved 
in such a simple, attractive way by an innocent child! 


“Carry Your Cross and It Will Carry you.” 


“By what have I deserved to be chosen by the Lord as 
the spouse of His Cross?” another child was heard to say, who 
realized the value and merit of suffering. 

“Carry your cross and it will carry you” is a truth expressed 
in the “Imitation of Christ,” which has been experienced at all 
times by the saints and by all those who have sincerely and 
courageously striven for heaven. 

“I exceedingly abound with joy in all our tribulation” 
(Cor. vii. 4). With these glorious words, St. Paul, “a prisoner 
of Jesus Christ” (Phil. i. 1), places himself at the head of other 
blessed sufferers. In his footsteps follow multitudes who know 
nq other road here below except from Gethsemane to Calvary. 

How many a person has been recalled to God through 
suffering, and has sanctified his soul, who would otherwise 
have been lost in the turmoil of life! How many are now 
crowned with eternal glory, who would probably have con- 
tinued on the broad way to perdition had not God, with a 
firm hand, placed them in the school of suffering! 

Though the hand of God may often seem hard and pitiless, 
it is, nevertheless, a loving hand, and “the way of the Cross 
is the royal way,” says the “Imitation of Christ,” because 
Jesus, the King of heaven, of His own free will, traversed 
it first for love of us. 

Oh, let us not always regard suffering as a punishmert, 
an act of the vengeance of a wrathful God! Why not accept 
sufferings as tokens of love from a kind Father who knows 
only too well that we wish to escape from His grasp and 
walk our own perilous way if He does not check us with a 
firm hand. “Because thou wast acceptable to God, it was 
necessary that temptation should prove thee” (Tob. xii. 13), 
were the angel’s consoling words to Tobias. 

All you who are weighed down by sufferings or crushed 
by pain in this “Vale of Tears,” direct your gaze upward, 
where a loving Providence watches all, looks down with mercy 
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and compassionates the struggling ones of earth. Soon we all 
hope to repose where “sorrow and mourning shall flee away” 
(Is. xxxv. 10), and where “God shall wipe away all tears from 
their eyes” (Rev. vii. 17). A life of bitterness leads to a life 
of blissfulness. “I reckon that the sufferings of this time are 
not worthy to be compared with the glory to come that shall 
be revealed in us” (Rom. viii. 18), wrote St. Paul, the great 
hero of suffering. “And I Myself shall be thy reward exceeding 
great.” — Glorious promise of Him, who carried the first Cross! 


Over the stars there is rest! 
Suffer in patience, confiding, 

Life with its trials and chiding; 
There peace eternal abiding, 

Makes the delight of the blest. 

Dark tho’ today be with sorrow, 
Hope gilds more brightly the morrow, 
Over the stars there is rest! 
Over the stars there is rest! 





A MAN OF MILWAUKEE: I wish to take this opportunity to tell you 
how much I appreciate “Tabernacle and Purgatory.” It is beautifully written 
and very attractively prepared. Whenever I pick up a new copy I find its ap- 
peal so strong that I cannot put it aside until I have finished the entire number. 
Of the number of Catholic papers and magazines to which I subscribe, I find 
none superior to your publication. 


Milwaukee: ‘“Tabernacle and Purgatory” brings me so much 
comfort as well as information regarding our holy religion that I can’t 
give itup, though I have discontinued others of my Catholic magazines. 


NEW YORK — I wish to remark that this month I received the first number of 
the “———” for which I paid the same subscription price ($1.00), as for your “Tab- 
ernacle and Purgatory.” Though the contents of the “——” are good, it has very 
bad paper, so that the print on it hurts your eyes. That isto gfve you to under- 
stand that your magazine can’t be beaten in regard to its first class paper, and as 
to its contents, and that it must cost you many sacrifices to keep it up this way. 
I esteem it ever more and thank God, that He drew my attention to it. It recom- 
mends itself and only needs to be known. 


Idaho: ““Tabernacle and Purgatory” has been a wonderful help 
to us in keeping the religious spirit before us at all times, as we live 
in a place where we do not have Mass every Sunday. 
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Gratitude of the Poor Souls toward 
Their Benefactors. 





THE POOR SOULS are eternally grateful for anything 
we do for them; for the more perfect a soul, the more does 
the virtue of gratitude reflect in her. Hence, the gratitude 
of the poor souls in purgatory is inexpressible. Once in heaven, 
they will be most powerful protectors and intercessors for 
their benefactors. “If we release them from their pains,” says 
St. Alphonsus “and by our prayers hasten their entrance into 
eternal glory, they will not fail to pray for us as soon as they 
reach heaven, because they will continue to be thankful toward 
us, and also know how to appreciate the benefit we have 
bestowed upon them.” But they will not wait till they enter 
heaven; already now in purgatory they will do their best to 
repay our love. Full of gratitude they will accompany and 
surround us with their prayers. 

That the souls in purgatory pray for their benefactors is 
a well-founded supposition, also supported by theologians. It 
fully corresponds to the means of salvation given us by Divine 
Wisdom and Mercy. The learned Suarez (*F 1617) writes on 
this subject: “If we sinners, in this life, can pray for each 
other, if the prophet Jeremias and the high-priest Onias in 
Limbo could pray for those still living on earth, why, then, 
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should the poor souls not be able to pray for us? They know, 
at least in general, our dangers, and how sorely we stand in 
need of the help of God.” 

St. Alphonsus says: “We may inform the poor souls in 
purgatory of our needs and petitions, that they may intercede 
for us, and thus the most consoling intercourse between them 
and us will reign, since we pray for them and they for us.” 
The pious and learned Scheeben writes: “It is certain that the 
souls in purgatory, in virtue of the perfect love that animates 
them, actually pray for their benefactors; otherwise their love 
would be dead and immovable. If here on earth even sinners 
can pray for each other, how much more can we expect the 
same from the souls in purgatory.” 

How pleasing will be the prayer of the poor souls to God! 
How willingly He will listen to it! Their prayers are not 
made defective by the faults and imperfections which often 
render ours so ineffectual. The poor souls are always closely 
united to God; they pray without distractions, with greatest 
devotion and trustful perseverance. May we therefore not 
expect everything from their intercession? Ought we not take 
refuge to them in every necessity and implore them for their 
prayers? — 

Although it is not customary in the Church to invoke the 
intercession of the souls in purgatory publicly, yet there is 
nothing to hinder the faithful from individually turning to 
them with confidence in their needs. For centuries the faith- 
ful have made a practice of invoking the. poor souls and the 
confidence they placed in their intercession has been frequently 
rewarded in a most remarkable manner. 

In the life of St. Catherine-of Bologna, we read that in all 
her necessities she took refuge to the poor souls, and also 
asked others to do so. She was accustomed to say: “If I wish 
to obtain a favor from God, I invoke the souls in purgatory; 
I request them to present my petition to God, and I feel that 
through their intercession it will be granted.” She even de- 
clares that through the poor souls she obtained favors which 
failed to be granted through the intercession of the saints in 
heaven. Pope Benedict XIII., in his book of edification, relates 
how several persons, by invoking the poor souls, were delivered 
from evil passions; he speaks of a man who in his sleep was 
admonished by them to go to confession, because he would 
soon die. 
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Many examples could be cited of temporal aid being re- 
ceived through the poor souls, such as, restoration to health, 
protection on journeys, deliverance from dangers, help in 
poverty. When he was young, Pope Pius IX. had a poor memory. 
Later on he often astonished others by his power of retention. 
He admitted frankly that he owed this great gift to the poor 
souls to whom he had earnestly prayed for it. 

The granting of numberless similar favors is justly attrib- 
uted.to the poor souls. It is a universal custom among devout 
Catholics, when they are in need, to do something for the 
poor souls and at the same time invoke their prayers. Let 
us also resolve in future to pray zealously for the souls in 
purgatory, and to invoke their aid in our necessities. We, too, 
will then bountifully experience the power of their intercession. 

The following appropriate example may be mentioned in 
this connection from the life of Anna Maria Taigi (F 1837), 
who was beatified a short time ago by Benedict XV. . 

. Once as this servant of God was preparing to receive 
Holy Communion for a deceased person, she suddenly experi- 
enced during Holy Mass an indescribable anguish. of soul and 
intense bodily pains. But she would not permit herself to be 
disturbed in prayer; she offered all her sufferings for the re- 
pose of the departed soul. After that she assisted at another 
Mass, and when the priest recited the Gloria, her painful 
condition was suddenly changed into surpassing great joy and 
bliss. Thereupon the soul who had been released from purga- 
tory approached her and said: “I thank thee for thy aid; 
by thy prayers I may now enter heaven. I shall remain ever 
grateful to thee and will remember thee at the throne of God.” 


A Marvelous Apparition. 





Father John Cornelius, priest of the Society of Jesus in 
England, and a confessor of the faith, distinguished himself 
through his sacrificial spirit and great compassion for the poor 
souls in purgatory. He prayed with special zeal for those 
whom he had converted, for he considered them his special 
children and believed he owed them more than others. At 
times God permitted him to see how much the holy souls 
were benefited by his benevolence, for they appeared to him 
and thanked him for their deliverance or asked him for his 
intercession. 
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Here we shall relate one of these apparitions according to 
the account of an eyewitness, a lady of nobility, Dorothea 
Strondell. Her manuscript reads as follows: “One day my 
mother asked Father Cornelius to say Holy Mass for her first 
husband, Baron Sturton. He readily consented. From the 
Consecration till the end of the ‘Memento for the Dead’ the 
priest was completely absorbed in prayer. After Holy Mass 
he gave a short address, taking for his subject the text: 
‘Blessed are the dead who die in the Lord;’ and related an 
apparition he lad had. 

“Fire and flame stretched out before him like an immense 
forest. In it the Lord Baron wandered about uttering moans. 
of pain. He accused himself of his wicked life, especially of 
the years he had spent at court. He bewailed the sinful shame 
which had kept him from professing himself a Catholic, and. 
that by attending non-Catholic churches he had given great 
scandal to his relatives. But above all he regretted having 
been one of the forty-seven judges chosen by Queen Elizabeth, 
who condemned Mary Stuart to death, a crime which had 
caused him such remorse and contrition that thereby his 
death had been hastened. After all these avowels, the unhappy 
baron cried repeatedly: Have pity on me, have pity on me, at 
least you my friends, for the hand of the Lord hath touched me. 

“The priest wept while relating the vision, and the whole 
assembly of eighty persons with him. The acolyte who sub- 
sequently, with this priest died for the Catholic faith, saw and 
heard everything.” 

Of the respective baron the following is known: he belonged 
to those who were satisfied to conceal a Catholic priest 
in their homes, although with great risk. From human respect, 
however, he lived outwardly, as a Protestant and like so many 
postponed the ordering of his soul’s affairs till the hour of 
death. During the absence of the priest the baron had a fatal 
accident and had no opportunity for confession. But God imbued 
him with perfect contrition joined with the desire to amend. 
He affirmed to his family that he wished to die a son of the 
Catholic church. With great compunction he detested the 
scandals of his life, the neglect of his duties and assured 
them that he desired to efface his sins witly his blood. In such 
sentiments he died. 
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Sister Rosemary’s Letter. 





Sister Angela is too much occupied with work and other cares, so 
I am to write a letter every month, at least for a time, which will 
awaken interest and arouse curiosity. This, indeed, is no easy task; for 
there are many sages who prefer to write a-book rather than a letter. 


Letter writing is an art. In our times, however, it may be called 
a “‘lost art,’’ for the present restlessness and practical business habits, 
the haste and burry of the age, have taken away mind and taste for 
beautiful letters. A letter should be a written colloquy, a pleasant chat. 
It should sparkle with beautiful thoughts and be enlivened with spirit 
and animation, with an occasional bit of humor. It should be natural, 
welling up from the heart like a clear, crystal fountain. But above all, 
a letter should reveal a good, kind, loving heart, because only those 
with a good heart can write letters that appeal to the heart. Such 
letters will be eagerly read, will touch and gladden the recipient; will 
serve to draw more closely the mutual ties of love and friendship. 


No doubt, dear reader, you would wish to know who Sister Rosemary 
really is. Well, my cradle stood in beautiful Kansas, in the midst of 
golden wheatfields. When the Lord created the world He looked with 
special delight upon Kansas and made it the grain bin of the Union. All 
the Kansas people know this and are proud of it. They also know that 
the Lord looks down with pleasure upon all the good pious Christians of 
Kansas, and that is, indeed, very consoling. I wasn’t dull— my papa 
knew that; — so while still young, he brought me to the convent school 
at Clyde. From childhood, my parents taught me to pray and to fear 
God. Scarcely sixteen years of age, I entered the convent; a sister of 
Perpetual Adoration | must be, for I considered these sisters real angels 
without wings. Now it will soon be fifteen years since | came here, 
and truly, I rejoice at the thought! Seldom, even for a short time, have 
I left this holy place. Now I can pray, meditate and work to my heart’s 
content. But,—now I should also write letters, and that alas! is quite a 
difficult matter. 

In the convent, however, we must do many things that are not to 
our taste. When the command is given, it means to obey, and willingly 
and quickly at that. Whoever does not want to obey is not fit for the 
convent. Thus, a short time ago came the command: ‘‘Sister Rosemary, 
you write a letter every month for ‘Tabernacle and Purgatory’ until yqu 
are told different. By your letters, our readers must be induced to gain 
new subscribers for the magazine.’’ See, dear reader, this is my task: 
you must help me. I must win and influence your hearts, that you will 
go around and secure subscriptions. Success will come if you but try. A 
person can do much if he wants to, if it’s done for love, for love of God! 


Yours with hearty greetings, 
Sister Rosemary 


Remember our great premium offer: Large picture of the Holy 
Christ of Limpias for one new subscription; a still larger picture of 
this Miraculous Crucifix for two new subscriptions. 
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“Brother, I Am Lost!” 

The following article appeared in an edition ofthe Salzburg 
“Church Record.” — “While I was a student at Raab, Hungary, 
I became acquainted with an old gentleman who was very 
zealous about going to church. He never allowed a day to 
pass without attending Mass, although his state of corpulency 
required the constant aid of a cane. 

“In his youth, this pious old gentleman had lived an un- 
restrained life. Later, he entered the army, and far from 
being converted, he drifted on the contrary, from bad to worse, 
and finally became an avowed infidel. While holding the po- 
sition of cavalry captain, he resided at Raab, and became 
intimate with a young officer of the same regiment whose 
quarters were near the city. 

“One evening they parted after, as usual, having ridiculed 
and derided all that is sacred and religious. The captain still 
sat at his desk reading some worthless literature. Suddenly, 
his friend appeared to him and exclaimed, ‘Brother I am lost!’ 
Instantly the apparition vanished. For a time the captain 
remained immovable, speechless from fright. Then he hastily 
mounted his charger and galloped with full speed to the young 
officer’s quarters. What was his amazement to find his friend 
a corpse, and to learn that he had expired at the very mo- 
ment of the apparition. 

“In consequence of this manifestation of Divine wrath, 
the captain soon afterward resigned and retired to private life. 
He made a general confession and began to lead a devout life, 
in which, strengthened by grace, he persevered to the end 
and died an edifying death.” 


~~ eee op 


Hunger and Bitter Want. 





It was a sacred hour when our Savior announced the new 
and great commandment: A new commandment I give unto 
you: That you love one another as I have loved you (John 
xiii. 34). And how had He loved us? Had He not, shortly 
before, upon His knees washed His apostles’ feet? Had He 
not with intense love, given them His Flesh and Blood as food 
and drink? Was He not on the point of sacrificing even His 
very life for us? 
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The first Christians comprehended this commandment. 
Among them none were in want or distress. Astonished at 
this wonderful love of the first Christians for each other, the 
heathens exclaimed: Behold, how they love one another! 

And we, in our times, dare not forget this commandment; 
for this is the sign of our love for Christ, if we love each 
other, not only in words, but love in deeds. Where faith is 
weak there love is weak; hatred is the death of love. Only 
charity that is rooted in Christ, can bring salvation to the 
unhappy countries of Central Europe. The woeful distress 
urges generous Christian hearts to assist. The eyes of all 
Catholic Germany and Austria are directed toward our United 
States; from here help must come. In the large cities of Ger- 
many there are at present 3,388,900 children, of whom 1,036,000 
are seriously ill, in consequence of hunger and severe cold. 
On the whole, statistics show that there are at present about 
two and one half millions of German children doomed to death 
through tuberculosis and undernourishment. From the following 
communications published by the Rev. Wm. Baron of Capitaine 
of Cologne, our dear readers may see how necessary it is to 
send effective aid at once. 


Cologne, Germany, Nov. 16, 1921. 

“Seventy thousand Catholic Sisters in charge of the Ger- 
man charitable institutions in which one half million of sick 
men, women, children and orphans find care and shelter, see 
themselves forced to abandon their mission of mercy, if they 
do not receive speedy help from abroad. Newspapers have 
reported on the increase of sickness, poverty and need in Cath- 
olic charitable institutions. All the hospitals, homes for the aged, 
asylums, kindergartens and houses of refuge are placed in a 
situation of direst need. They now struggle for their exist- 
ence. If these religious should be obliged to leave their posts, 
it would be an irretrievable loss to many thousand unfortunates 
in Germany. Foods and all kinds of provisions are now ten 
or twenty times as dear as formerly. The consequence is, that 
the poor nuns and their proteges must suffer hunger. That 
is indeed the ‘cruel truth.’” 

In German-Austria the situation is still worse. Here is 
a letter: — 

“Visit the cemetery of a motherhouse. Look at the poor, 
wooden crosses and then compare. They tell us an awful 
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tale. The number of dead from 1920 to 1921 is fifty times 
greater than that of any preceding year. Such is the heroism 
of our good Catholic nuns who themselves starve, while ex- 
hausting their strength to help others. From 160 nuns of one 
convent there are but two really well. Seventy are sick. On 
the average, two sisters die each month. They do not know ~ 
where to get food. No convent is in a position to pay 15,000 
to 20,000 crowns for about three bushels of potatoes. And 
the daily bread? In one orphan home each sister receives 
but one potato, and that has continued for months. And po- 
tatoes this year? Impossible! We stand before the complete 
ruin of all our Catholic institutions, unless speedy help arrives. 
For every sister that dies, Germany is left immeasurably poorer. 

“All this is true. I found the truth of all that has been 
said verified in all the convents I could visit during the last 
months. We must have help! An English king once said: 
‘People need not starve so long as they have potatoes,’ but 
now even potatoes are out of reach for the poor.” 


Poelten, Dec. 3, 1921. 

Reverend P. Lukas, 

‘*Where need is greatest, God’s help is nearest.’’ 
This was wonderfully verified in our case, for your dear letter with 
contents of one hundred dollars arrived on the 14th of November like a 
rescuing angel. With our whole hearts we express to you our inmost 
thanks for the speedy relief in our extreme need. What gratitude do we 
not owe you and our dear benefactors! Knowing ourselves totally in- 
capable ever to repay what we owe, we turn our eyes upward. May 
Jesus Himself be the pledge of our gratitude, and with His infinite power 
and goodness bless you for all time! Accept our humble assurance, that 
we will daily recommend you and our dear benefactors to the Divine 
Heart of Jesus in the Most Blessed Sacrament, and to the maternal love 
of Mary. 


As you already know, the value of our currency is still on the de- 
cline. May God help us! We are completely helpless! We must beg 
our daily food from door to door. The money you sent us will be used 
to pay off a part of our debts. We have many aged sisters in the com- 
munity who stand on the brink of the grave. Three weeks ago one of 
our sisters died in the city. She was in her 83d year. Her funeral 
expenses amounted almost to 30,000 crowns. We could not pay for her 
burial! Our care and anxiety about interments increase. From this, 
Reverend Father, you can see our hopeless situation and how we are 
entirely dependent upon help from abroad. However, we place full trust 
in God. To this hour, Divine Providence has lovingly guided us as we can 
prove with joy; for It has led us to find compassionate hearts in distant 
dands for which we shall never cease to praise the Lord. 
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With the humble petition also in future not to forget our sad con- 
dition, we sign ourselves in deepest respect and grateful submissiveness ,- 


Your eternally indebted, 
Sisters of Perpetual Adoration of St. Francis, 
Sister M. Rosalia Knoetig, Superior. 


> + > & + 


The “Thought from Heaven.” 


In this country the education of a priest costs from $1500.00 
to $2000.00. In Germany and Austria, however, a donation of 
$500.00 would be sufficient for the education of a youth to the 
priesthood. However, many people with the best will are un- 
able to sacrifice $500.00; but $250.00 or $300.00 would probably 
be possible for them. Be consoled, for this amount would de- 
fray the expenses of a student of philosophy or theology until 
his ordination. What a joy for the student, what a consolation 
for the bishop, when such a noble gift arrives! Others, again 
by being saving, can lay aside $50.00 or $60.00 a year. That 
is just sufficient to pay the expenses of a student for one year. 
Now he can study! Without this support he would be obliged 
to give up his studies, or to continue them amid the greatest 
difficulties ! 

Whoever adopts a student until he has attained the priest- 
hood, even for only one year, may send us the offering. We 
will forward the donation to the diocesan bishop or to the 
director of the seminary who will apply it to the education 
of a worthy student. The bishop or director of the seminary 
will write you himself, and also the happy student. He will 
be in communication with you until he says his first Holy 
Mass. And be assured, the bond of charity will be drawn 
still more closely after his ordination. Then, dear reader, can 
you not say in truth: I have a priest in my family! Oh, 
believe me, this priest will be a most grateful son, a most 
dutiful brother; he will never cause you grief or anguish. 
On the contrary, he will be your great joy and consolation, 
especially at the hour of death. 

Those who send part payments for scholarships will help 
us avoid much delay in forwarding their money to Europe, if 
they will please state clearly how they wish their donation 
applied: either for a student’s full course, costing $500.00 or 
for a student of theology costing from $250.00 to $300.00. - Kind- 
ly mention, too, if you can read German. 





352 TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 


A Happy “Papa ’’— Dear Sisters, I received your kind letter, 
-also one from the Rt. Rev. Bishop. He asked me if he could dispose 
of the money to the best advantage. I said ‘‘Yes.” He then applied 
it to three theologians. The Rev. Director of the seminary wrote to 
us, as well as the three seminarists who also inclosed their photos. 
What a joy! We never had any children; now all of a sudden, we get 
*‘triplets” !...While I was living on the farm I bought myself a hand- 
some overcoat. Now since I am living in the city, I can do without 
it. This would certainly be a serviceable present for a poor priest 
in Germany...” 


A Blind Man’s Joy. — A nun writes for her father. He is 86 
years old and stone blind. He received two letters from two students 
for whom he contributed that they might be enabled to complete their 
studies. ‘‘No better interest could I have ever received,” said the 
aged man, ‘‘than to help these two poor boys to the priesthood. As 
soon as I have saved a little together again, I will send it to help 
other boys in Europe who have a vocation.” 


. NEVADA. Please find enclosed my first payment for a poor stu- 
dent in Europe. I cannot pay the whole at once but will make it in part 
payments. I am a poor working girl but would like to help spread God’s 
holy religion, and feel that educating a priest is the best way. My 
family have all fallen away from the holy faith and I must try to make 
up for their cold neglect, I hope God will accept my offering. 





Santa aida Liniment 


An effective remedy for neuralgia or rheumatism. 

Any of these ailmenfs will be speedily relieved and, as a 

. rule, permanently cured if the Liniment is used at the 

proper time and according to the directions enclosed. 
Price per bottle $1.50. Procured genuine only from 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Mo. 
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